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thronged past the Vicarage and School. A railway engine shot up a
bright white jet of steam over the bank from Hay Station, the oaks
were still tawny green and glittering with diamond dews, Hay
Church in a tender haze beyond the gleaming of the broad river
reach and rapids above the Steeple pool. How indescribable, that
lovely brilliant variegated scene. A rook shot up out of the valley
and towered above the silver mist into the bright blue sky over the
golden oaks, rising against the dark blue mountains still patched
and ribbed with snow.

Friday, iB November

Went into the Tump to see young Meredith who has had his
jaw locked for six months, a legacy of mumps. He has been to
Hereford Infirmary where they kept him two months, gave him
chloroform and wrenched his jaws open gradually by a screw lever.
But they could not do him any good.

Next to the Pant, where Mrs. Powell was entertaining a sister-in-
law from Huntington at tea. We were talking about parishes and
boundaries. 'I'm sitting in Brilley (England and Herefordshire)
now,' said I, feeling for the boundary notch in the chimney. It's
further this way/ she said. *I suppose/ she said, 'there have been
some curious disputes about the boundary running through this
house.* 'Very odd indeed/ I said, remembering the extraordinary
story which old Betty Williams of Crowther used to tell me about
the birth of a child in this house (the Pant) and the care taken that
the child should be born in England in the EngHsh corner of the
cottage. 'Stand here, Betsey, in this corner/ said the midwife. And
the girl was delivered of the child standing.

At Cae Noyadd in its black yews and hedges covered white with
drying linen Mrs. Harley was washing, the floor was littered with
dry fern, and a big girl had of course 'cracked a commandment*,
run away from her place ('started', as they call it) and come home
in this fashion, i.e. in the family way. The usual old story.

Sunday, 20 November

I went back with Mrs. Venables to the Vicarage to tea and we had
a long confidential talk between the lights and far into the dark,
sitting by the drawing room, fire, talking about the prevailing
scepticism of the day. I said if I had children I should teach them to
believe all the dear old Bible stories. She said she hoped to see me